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To the Right Honourable the 


Earl of SCARBOROUGH. 


UPON THE 


| Death of the late glorious Kine, 


I 4 | AND HIS 


Preſent Ma jxsTr's moſt happy Acceſſion. 


— — mn 
6 n 


By Mos Es BROWNE. 


1 Deſcende cælo & dic age tibia 
5 Regina longum, Calliope, Melos. ? 

: Hor. 
Tu nec laudis eges, nec noſtro augebere cantu. | 
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Printed for J. MI IAN, at Locke's Head in Nen- Street, 
between Marybone- Street and the Hay- Mariet, and at 
his Shop by the Horſe- Guards. Mpccxxyn. Pr. 64. 
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UPON THE 


| Death of the late glorious Kin. | | 


RMIT, my Load, a grateful 


Muſe to ling 


Pritannia's Sorrows for her Godlike 


While you with Councils, and deliberate Zeal, 


| Aſſiſt the bleeding Matrons Wounds to heal; 


B With 


6 VERSES on the 

With ſure Preſage, we hope the 7lorio: Colin 

OfScarzoroven's Care, aud G2 ky 
Reign; 

In Him a King and Father, ſtill we view; 


A ſteady Patriot, and a Friend in You. 


War 1s x diff'rent Cares our vary'd Minds em- 
ploy, 
Divided *twixt our Griefs and duteous Joy, 
A filial Grief for royal Virtue loſt, 
:£ And Joy for Gzox GE our Britains other Boaſt; 
Ye tuneful Bards your generous Sorrows ſhow, 


And let your Verſe confeſs a Kingdom's Woe : 


Death of the late King. 
In Mourning be your earlieſt Duty paſt, 

| And let a decent Joy engage your laſt. 

Be grateful to the FA THER's Sacred Duſt, 

And to the Merits of the Sox be juſt. 


AN » thou, Illuſtrious Shade! enthron'd above, 


II granted ſtill ro know our humbler Love; 
* Whether with pure cæleſtial Light inſhrin'd 
Thou now contemplat'ſt, an immortal Mind! 
Or near th'Almighty Throne aſſum'ſt a Place, 


The Chief of all the bright ztherial Race ; 


Would'ſt Thou, Bleſt Saint! a-while thy Heav'n 


forego, 
| calm thy ſad Britaznia's Grief below, 
[ B 2 While 


In 


8 VERSES on the 


While Britain worthy of thy Care appears, 


A Monarch mourning, and a Land in Tears. 


MzTHr1Nxs I ſee my filial Wiſh ariſe! 
Sublime it ſoars, and now it gains the Skies; 
And ſee from far the radiant Spirit bends, : 
And to our Griefs with pitying Looks attends : 
Juſt ſuch the Smiles that late on Earth he wore, 
Nor needed Heav'n to make their Sweetneſs more: 
On ev'ry Feature ſtill the living Grace 
Vajeſtic ſhines, and beams o'er all his Face; 
' > Wiſhes ſeem for Britains Weal addreſs'd, 


d Europe's Peace till lab'ring in bis Breaſt. 


An! 


Death of the late King. 9 


Al who in Life his tranſient Bliſs would place, 


Or truſt his Hopes on wretched Human-race! 
But now thy Britons all, with loyal Mirth, 
Bleſt the auſpicious Annual of thy Birth ; 
The crouding Glories of thy Reign ſurvey'd, 
And hop'd thy Toils with numerous Years re- 
pay'd. 

And lo! when ſcarce from Joy and Songs releas'd, 
E'er the loud Echo's of the Cannon ceas'd 5 
But ſharpeſt Grief our ſoſt'ning Breaſts aſſails, 
And ev'ry Eye the Monarch loft bewails. 


We loſe at once the Bliſs of future Years, 


And what we ow'd to Joy, we pay in Tears. 
Muſt 


10 VERSES on the 


Muſt we, ye Powers, ſuch Virtue loſt deplore? 


And muſt the Bliſs we mourn be ours no more? 


Maſt now the Face, that charm'd us to obey, 


Be hid in Duſt, and mix with common Cay? 
Can none recal his Life's determin'd Date, 
And by his Pow'r protract the Stroke of Fate? 


Ah! no: with Heav'n's Decrees in vain we ſtrive, 


Nor all our Cares can make the Courſe revive : 
Supine he lies, in icy Fetters bound, 

His Hand unſcepter'd, and his Brows uncrown'd; 
Ev'n Foes behold him now unmov'd with Dread, 


And none appears to fave his Monarch dead, 


I: 


Death of the late King, II 


Ir yet, lamented Prince, remains unknown 

Woe to wound a People late thy own; 

now thy Mind prophetic Influence feels, 

And darker Deſtiny thy Eye reveals, 

Unfold the Roll inſerib'd with Alb;on's Fate, 

And trace through num'rous Times her lengthen'd 
Date: ; 

If there, reſerv'd, ſome threat*ning Doom appears, 

The Woe of preſent, or of future Years, 

O find a Way to leave thy happier Skies, 

And teach thy Britain where her Danger lies: 

A Parent in thy watchful Love ſhe knew, 


Thy Human Care - - Be now her Genius too: 
Nox 


12 VERSE S on the 


No x ſhall thy Iſle unmindfully diſelaim 
The juſt Reward to pay of grateful Fame; 
Thy Merits ſhall the future World engage, 
And GR OROGE's Worth be ſung thro? ev'ry a 
No more ſhall raptur'd Pards, whoſe ventrous Lays 


In After-times record ſome Monarch's Praiſe, 


The Liſt of Greek or Roman Chiefs unfold, 
Lik'ning their Theme to greateſt Names of old; 
But tracing fair Britannia's regal Line, 

Where BRUN s IIc Eꝰs Virtues moſt conſpicuous 


ſhine; 


On theſe ſublime their Hero's Fame ſhall raiſe, 
And, like to GzoxGE, be deem'd the higheſt Praiſe. | 


And 


Death of the late King. 13 


Ax p here the Muſe would fai aſpire to ſing | 
In War the Hero, and in Peace the King; 

* Renown his youthful Valours arduous Rage, 
And more delib'rate Virtues of his Ape; 


In martial Fields his earlieſt Valour ſhow, 


5 The chief triumphing o er the vanquiſh'd Foe; 3 
And from his riper Years, a bright” ning Train | 


Dieduce the peaceful Bleſſings of his Reign · 


Fx 0M theſe Britannia, gentle Iſle! from theſe 
Thy ſmiling Age her laſting Bliſs foreſees : 


C fe 


14 FERSES on the 
Yet muſt the Muſe the darling Strain decline, 


Nor to the Theme inferiour Numbers join ; 
Elſe, ſhould the tow'ring Lay unbidden fag 
The Joys which from his Rule ſucceſſive ſpring, 
Which kindly Fate does endleſs Years decree, 


| And dooms, O Britain! for thy Sons and thee. 


PaxeNT divine of every valued Grace, 

q Bleſt in thy ſelf, and honour'd in thy Race. 
| Where lives an Offspring can with thine compare? 
Great as thy Sons, and as thy Daughters fair ! 
Here might the Muſe expreſs a juſt Regard | 
| For Britiſh Names, auſpicious to the Bard. 


And 
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And firſt, for whom my youthful Lyre is ſtrung, 


Thou Scarxzorxoven ſhould'ſt with every Worth 
be ſung. | 
Now, MounT Gus, could I thy Charms renown, 
And, HezTeoRD, thine, with equal Praiſes crown; 
EIn Arms Ax6v.+%s diſtinguiſh'd Merits raiſe, 
And ſing in Cour rox's Worth the Patriot's Praiſe: 
Thee too, NxwC sI E, cou'd the Muſe a-wait, 
Patron of Arts, and zealous for the State! 
Thee, Wal rot x, too, diſcerning Stateſmans Fame, 
And honour'd King enrol thy darling Name: 
With grateful Honours DoxsEr's Worthcommend, | 


And generous DovinGToN, the Poet's Friend. 


C 2 Endleſs 


16 VERSE on ibe 
Endleſs the Theme the Britjb Fame imparts ; 


Dear Land of Liberty, and Nurſe of Arts ! 


With thee, Fair Iſe! nor Gallia's Shores ſhall boaſt, 


Nor ſpicy Arabie, nor India's Coaſt : 


But happy thou, whom thus the Fates adorn, | 


Far whom thy Bxunswicx's Guardian Race are 
born. 1 

O hail the ſacred Pledges of thy Peace! 

Nor ever let thy grateful Praiſes ceaſe : 


Well was thy Duty to thy Monarch paid, 


And juſt thy Bleſſings which purſue his Shade, 


Vr hear, Britannia, what remains to pay 


Thy laſt ſad Duty to the Royal Clay, 
F'er 


Death of the late King. 17 
| E'er viler Earth his purer Duſt receive, 


And in the Grave his dear Remains we leave, 

| A parting Tear, and Funeral Pomp beſtow, 
Sad be the Mourning, and the Triumph flow ; | 
Then in immortal Strains awake the Muſe, 
Great as thy Griefs, and as the Life we loſe, 


Rev, Roa Bade! while we, with a. 
The Regal Honours for thy Son prepare ; 


With Joy, in Him, anether Gzox ce we ſee, 


Alike deſerv ing, and belov'd like Thee: 


\ 6 


With equal Worth he fills the vacant Throne ; 
And joins thy inbred Virtues to his own. 


HAITI! 


18 VERSES on the 


— 


HAITI! Sacred Monarch! dear to ev'ry Breaſt, 
Begin to make a thankful Nation bleſt; 


Thy Sire's great Spirit ſhall inform thy Mind, 


„ 
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Jo perfect all the Schemes by him deſign d. 
When ſacred Annals regiſter thy Fame, 
1 Kings enrol thy greater Name: | 
Thy Name, which ſhall the ſhining Liſts adorn, | 
Our Sons ſhall bleſs, and Ages yet unborn. 
And while, the Bliſs of former Times they view, 
Stall Ggh for what their Sires poſeſod in you. 


2 


Death of the late King. 19 


AN p thou, Bleſt CaxoLineg ! Imperial Fair! 


A Monarch's Darling, and a Nation's Care. 


Lives there, of Britiſb-born, or Human-kind, 
Who treafures not thy Virtues in his Mind? 


Thee, form'd a Kingdom's Wiſhes to engage, 


The Matron's bleſs, and the grey Head of Age: 


Thy bright Example ſhall the Virgins warm, 


By each illuſtrious Grace their own to form ; 


For thee the Youths ſhall grateful Trophies raiſe, | 


And Bards unborn prepare their future Lays : 
While Britain in thy Race ſecure we ſee, 


And hope a length' ning Line of Kings from thee. 


O, Royal 


20 VERSES on the 


o, Royal Saint! thy drooping Lord ſuſtain, 
Appeaſe his Griefs, and mitigate his Pain: 


Thou, too great Prince, thy People's Faith regard, 
From thy immortal Sire to thee transfer « 


Fen Partics lay their ancient Feuds aide 3 


Nor ſhall (we truſt) their Union &er divide! 
Wyk full Conſent thy ſacred Right they own, 
And a whole Nation hail thee to the Throne. 

O deign, auſpicious Sire! a gracious Eye, 
And ſmile indulgent on the general Joy: 
Smile, if thy whelming Grief can yet allow 

A ſhort Suſpence, an Interval from Woe. 


Preſumptious 


T 

V 

v 
5 
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| 


Death of the late Ning. 21 
Preſumptious Wiſh - to hope fo ſoon repreſt 
The filial Sorrows of the royal Breaſt ! 
Well may the weeping Subjects Joy revive, 


Who in the Son behold the Father live: 


But oh! what ſov'reign Balſam can be found, 


To heal th'Imperial Orphans laſtin g Wound. 


Coup pow'rful Verſe the ſoothing Comfort lend, 


And from its Griefs the Princely Mind unbend, 


The Muſe, in all her Pomp of Sounds, ſhow'd wait, 
And Harmony o'ercome the Rage of Fate: 


To thee, ev'n now, the Muſe directs her Voice, 


Not more oblig'd by Duty than by Choice: 


D A Muſe, 


22 VERSE on the 
A Muſe, ambitious of the Royal Grace, 


Born to admire, and taught to love thy Race. 


An! had my Fate a kinder Lot decreed, | 
And giv'n my Hopes the Merit to ſucceed! 
Had not my hapleſs Youth been doom'd to bear 

A Life devoid of Friends, and funk in Care, 


My Zeal had in her Monarch's Cauſe been ſhown, | 


And pay'd its earlieſt Service at his Throne: 
Yet what the Muſe can offer ſhe beſtows, 
Firm, in Diſtreſs, and loyal in her Woes. 


Bur Thou, on whom a Nation's Hopes depend, 


The Peoples Patriot, and the Muſe's Friend : 
Thou, 
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Thou, who doſt ev'ry grateful Wiſh employ, 


Thy Country's Honour, and thy Prince's Joy: 


Accept, O Sc x x30ROUGH! this imperfect Lay, 


The rude Production of a firſt Efay : 

A Muſe that waits upon thy riſing Fame, 
And gladly lives devoted to thy Name : 
With kindly Smiles her abject Hopes elate, 
Thy Worth inſpires her, and thy Smiles are Fate: 


Nor think it mean, in thy exalted Sphere, 


To lend to tuneful Verſe a fav'ring Ear! 


By which Mxc en as Name is ſtill renown'd, 


And C SAR with immortal Glory crown'd. 

The pillar'd Braſs and marble Column yield 

To the firm Honours which the Muſes build : 
1 


24 VERSES, &c. 
Theſe ſtand ſecure amid the Tempeſt's Rage, 


Or Force of Fire, or Waſtes of eating Age. 

Nor need the Bard of wiſh'd Succeſs deſpair, 
While the reviving Muſe is ScaxzoroOUGH's Care: 
Thy Favour can the Poet's Bliſs decree, 


Secure of Fortune, if approv'd by Thee. 


FINIE 


N. B. Page 15. Line 10. for Stateſmans Fame, 
read Stateſman, fame : 
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